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One morning lately, as I was out pretty early In
the fields sowing, some grass-seeds, I heard the
burst of a shot from a neighbouring plantation,
and presently a poor little wounded hare came
crippling by me. You will guess my indigna-
tion at the inhuman fellow who could shoot a
hare at this season, when they all of them have
young ones. Indeed there is something in that
business of destroying,, for our sport, individuals
in the animal creation that do not injure us
materially, which I could never reconcile to my
ideas of virtue.

On seeing a Fellow wound a Hare -with a Shot9
April, 1789-

INHUMAN man! curse on tliy barb'rous ait.
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye,
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh,

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart.

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field;

The bitter little that of life remains;

No more the thickening brakes or verdant plains,
To thee a home, or food,, or pastime yield.

Seek/- mangled innocent, some wonted form,
That wonted form, alas! thy dying bed,
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head,

The cold earth with thy blood-stain'd bosom warm.

Perhaps